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f Mayor J. B. Blllard of Topeka, one

of the candidates for the Democratic

$ domination for Governor, has been
loiag some effective work for Sena-- .

tor Hodges la the last few days. His

assistance duriig the .campaign wW
f .,of great benefit to the cause.

fiver Democratic candidate for

$ Congress la spending bis whole, time

now Lm (he fiedt in the campaign.

Hot only that, but every one of the
, eight candidates expects to devote

H Wfl time to tiie campaign fromu
sow until election day. The candi-

date are anenergetic bunch of men

and promise to cover their territory
pretty thoroughly before the elec-

tion,

Although the campaignj is yet in

Its eaffy "stages, the interest mani--

tested la every portion of 'the state
is KTeat, and the public speakers are
sever compelled to speak before
snxaU audiences. The people of Kan?

sea, tt is believed, have been aroused
and are making inquiries that they

tnay know what they are doing on

election! day. Sucb a tate of .affairs
(neons much in the" warfare for the

'anccesa of the Democratic party the

. jarty of the common people".

The Hon. Jerry Botkln has been se

cured by thecDemocratic State Com-akte-e

as a speaker during the cam-

paign. He began making two speech- -

es a day on Wednesday of this week

. at Clay Center. He is a we'll known
: Democratic speaker, being consider- -

ed "one of the strongest in the state.
Be' will 6pead ail the time until the
close of the campaign. In a speaking
lour of cine state under the auspices

" of the Committee. Mr. Botkin spoke

at Hotton Thursday, Oskaloosa Fri- -

day, and will speafe at Sailna Satur- -

la of "this- week.

fetters sat are pouring in to Dem-

ocratic headquarters at Topeka, in-

dicate that Democrats everywhere aw
entirely satisfied with the state tick-

et, aid that they will . "vote 'er
straight" at the polls in November.

That the price of Democratic success
is Democratic unity Is recognized in
afl'tuaTters, and the Democrats in- -

tend to allow no such bright oppor-

tunity as is presented to them this
year- - slip by. With a, strong 6taite

ticket that Is giving satisfaction ev- -

. erywhere there seems to be little lik-- 1

lotkl of anything approaching a slip
,; in the Oli Democratic vote.
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The CaiPpd Fmm

By HAROLD MAC GRATH

Author of
"The Best Man," "The Man on the Box," Etc
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CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE

"No, I dont suppose it would. I've
an idea that we're all on the way to
the home of "

"Bagdad," musingly.
"it's the rug. But I do, not under-

stand you in the picture."
"No more do L"
With a consideration that spoke

well of his understanding, be did not
speak to her again till food was
passed. Later, when the full terror
of the affair took hold of her, she
would be dreadfully lonely and would
need to see him near, to hear his
voice. He forced tome of the hot!
tllin Anwn Pv.nu'. tVust unit

glad to note that he responded a little.
After that he limped about the strange
camp, but was careful to get In no
one's way. Slyly he took note of this
face and that, and his satisfaction
grew as he counted the aftermath of
the war. And It had taken live of!
them, and even then the result had
been in doubt up to the moment when
his head had gone bang against the
stucco. He took a melancholy pride
in his swollen ear and half-shu- t eve.
He had always been doubtful regard
ing his courage; and now he knew
that George Percival Algernon Jones
was as good a name as Bayard.

The camel-boy- i (they are called
boys all the way from ten years up to
forty), having hobbled the beasts,
were portioning each a small bundle
of tibbln or chopped straw In addition
to what they might find br erazine.
Funny brutes, thought George, as he
waiKea among the kneeling animalB:
to go five days without food or water.
to travel continuously from twenty- -

nve to eighty miles the day! Others
were busy with the A
tent, presumably Mahomed's, was be
ing erected upon a clayey piece of
ground In between the palms. No one
entered the huts, even out of curios-
ity; so George was certain that the
desertion had been brought about by
one plague or another. A smaller
tent was put up later, and he was
grateful at the sight of it. It meant
a little privacy for the poor girl Great
God, how helpless be was, how help-
less they all were!

An incessant clatter, occasionally
interspersed with a laugh, went on.
The Arab, unlike the East Indian, is
not ordinarily surly; and these
seemed to be enough.
They eyed George without malice.
The war of the night before had been
all in a day's work, for which they
had been liberally paid. While he had
spent much time in the Orient and
had ridden camels, a real caravan,
prepared for weeks of travel, was a
distinct novelty, and so he viewed all
with interest, knowing perfectly well
that within a few days he would look
upon these activities with a dull, hope-
less anger. He went back to the
girl and sat down beside her.;

"Have you any idea why you are
here?"

"No; unless he saw me In the ba-
zaars with Horace, and thought to

torture him by bringing me along."
Horace! A chill that was not of the

night ran over his shoulders. So she
called the adventurer by his given
name? And how might her presence
torture Ryanne? George felt weak
in that bitter moment Ay, how might
not her presence torture him also!
He had never, for the briefest space,
thought of Ryanne and Fortune at the
same time. She spoke, apathetically
it was true, as if she had known him
all her life. The wisest thing he could
do was to bring Ryanne to a condition
where he could explain some parts of
the enigma and be of tome use. Hon
ace!

'Tm going to lave another try at
him," he said.

She nodded, but without any par
tlcular enthusiasm.

George worked over Ryanne for the
better part of an hour, and finally the
battered man moved. He made an ef- -

"For the Simple Reason I Didn't Have
It to Give Up."

fort to speak, but this time no sound
issued from his lips. At the end of
the hour he opened his eyes and
smiled. It was more like the grin
George had once seen upon the face
of a boxer who had returned to the
contest after having been floored half
a dozen times.'

"Can you hear me?" asked George.
Ryanne stared into his face. "Yes,"

thickly. "Where are we?"
"In the desert."
"Which one?"
"Arabian."
Ryanne tried to sit up alone.
"Better not try to move. They

banged you up at a great rate. Best
thing you can do is to go to sleep.
You'll be all right in the morning."

Ryanne sank back, and George bun-
dled him up snugly. Poor devil!

"Hell pull himself together in the
morning," he said to Fortune. "I did
not know that you knew him well."

"I have known him for eight or nine
years. He UBed to visit my uncle at
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' Jtlae Jtfason shows the new Grace Hats
on a living model

' Don't fafl to see this wonderful showing.
The Biggest and Best lines ever on display

. in Western Kansas.
'
Ydu'll Be Delighted

JfCaeJffason

our villa at Mentone." She smiled.
"You look very odd."

"No odder than I feel," with Inef
fectual attempt to bring together the
ends of his collar-band- . "I must be
a sight I was In too much of a hurry
to get there. Did you eat the soup
and fish?"

"The Boup, yes; but I'm afraid that
it will be some time before I can find
the dried fish palatable. I hope my
courage will not fail me," she added,
the first sign of anxiety she had
shown. She was very lonely, very
tired, very sad.

It Is quite possible that Mahomed,
coming over, spoiled a pretty scene;
for George had some very brave
words upon the tip of his tongue.

"Come," said Mahomed to Fortune.
"You will sleep in the little tent No
one will disturb you."

"Good night, Mr. Jones. Don't wor-r-

I am not afraid."
peorge was alone. He produced

one of his precious cigars and lighted
it Then he drew over his feet one of
the empty saddle-bags- , wrapped his
blanket round him, and. sat smoking
and thinking till the heat of the fire
replenished from time to time, filled
him with a comfortable drowsiness;
and the cigar, still stpoklng, dropped
from his nerveless fingers, as he lay
back upon the hard clay and slept
Romance is the greatest thing in the
world; but. for all that, a man must
eat and a man must sleep.

The cold dew of dawn was the tonic
that recalled him from the land of
grotesque dreams. He sat un and
rubbed his face briskly with his hands,
drying it upon the sleeve of his coat,
as haBty and as satisfying- a toilet aa
he had ever made. There was no ac
tivity in camp; evidently they were
not going to start early. The cook
alone was busy. The fire was crack
ling, the kettle was steaming, and
a pot of pleasant-smellin- coffee
leaned rakishly against the hot
ashes. The flap to Fortune's tent was
still closed. And there was Ryanne,
sitting with his knees drawn up under
his chin, his hands clasped about his
shins, and glowering at no visible
thing.

"Hello!" cried George. "Found
yourself, eh?"

Ryanne eyed him without emotion.
"When and how did they get you?"

George Inquired.
"About three hours before they got

you! Something in a glass of wine.
Dope. I'd have cleaned them up but
for that"

"How do you feel?"
"Damned bad, Percival"
"Any bones broken?"
"No; I'm just knocked about; sore

spot In my side; kicked, maybe. But
it isn't that"

George didn't ask' what "that" was.
"Where do you think he's taking us?"

"Bagdad, if we don't die upon the
way."

"I don't think he'll kill us. It
wouldn't be worth his while."

"You did not give him the rug."
"Not I!"
'It comes hard, Jones, I know, but

your giving it up will save us both
many bad days. He asked you for it?"

"He did."
"Then why the devil didn't you give

it to him? What's a thousand pounds
against this muddl??"

"For the simple reason I didn't have
it to give up."

"What's that?"
"When I went ud to my room, nleht

before last, some one had been there
ahead of me. And at first I had giv-
en you the credit," said George, with
admirable frankness.
, "Gone!" There was no mistaking
the dismay in Ryanne's voice.

"Absolutely."
"Well, I be damn!" Ryanne threw

aside the blanket and got up. It was
a painful movement, and he swayed
a little. "If Mahomed hasn't it, and
I haven't it, and you haven't it, who
the devil has, then?"

George shook his head.
"Jones we are In for it If that

cursed rug is Mahomed's salvation,
it is no less ours. If we ever reach
the palace of Bagdad and that rug is
not forthcoming, we'll never see the
outside of the walls again."

"Nonsense! There's an American
consul at Bagdad."

"And Mahomed will notify him of
our arrival!" bitterly.

"Isn't there some way we two
might get at Mahomed?"

"Perhaps; but it will take time.
Don't bank upon money. Mahomed
wants his head. If the rug . . . "
But Ryanne stopped. He looked be-

yond George, his face full of terror.
George turned to see what had pro-

duced this effect Fortune was com-

ing out of her tent "Fortune? My
God!" Ryanne's legs gave under and
he sank, his face in his hands. "I
see it all now! Fool, fool! He's go-

ing to get me, Jones; he's going to get
me through her!"

CHAPTER XIV.

Mahomed Offers Freedom.
Fortune had slept, but only after

hours of watchful terror. The slight-
est sound outside the tent sent a
scream into her throat, but she suc-

ceeded each time In stifling it Once
the evil laughter of a hyena came over
her ears, shivering. Alone! She laid
her head upon the wadded saddle-bag- s

and wept silently, and every sob tore
at her heart She must keep up the
farce of being brave when she knew
that she wasn't The men must not
be discouraged. Her deportment
would characterize theirs; any sign
of weakness upon her side would

depress them the more.
She prayed to God to give her the
strength to hold out She was afraid
of Mahomed; she was afraid of his
grim smile, afraid of his mocking
eyes; she could not sponge out the
scene wherein he had so gratuitously
kicked Horace in tha side. Horace!

No, she did not believe that she would
ever forgive him for Ihis web which
he had spun and fallen into himself.
Two things she must hide for the
sake of them all: her fear of Mahom-
ed and her knowledge of Ryanne's
trickery.

What part in this tragedy had the
Arab assigned her? Her fingers twined
and untwined, and she rocked and
rocked, bit her Hps, by down, sat up
and rocked again. Eut for the ex-

haustion, but for the insistent call of
nature, she would never have closed
her eyes that night

And her mother! What would her
mother believe, after the scene that
had taken place between them? What
could she believe, save that her daugh-
ter had fulfilled her threat, and run
away? And upon ibis not unreason-
able supposition her mother would
make no attempt to find out what had
become of her. Perhaps she would
be glad, glad to be rid of her and ber
questions. Alone! Well, she had al-

ways been alone.

The only ray of sunshine In all was
the presence of Jones. She felt- -
subtly, that he would not only stand
Detween ber and Mahomed, but also
between her and Ryanne.

"Hush!" whispered George. "Dont

"Don't Worry Any Mors About the
Rujj, Then. I Know Whert It Is."

let her see you like this. She mustn't
know."

"You dont understand," replied Ry
anne miserably.

"I believe I do." George's heart
was heavy. This man was in love
with her, too.

Ryanne Btruck the tears from his
eyes and turned aside his head. He
was sick In soul and body. To have
walked blindly into a trap like this,
of his own making, too! Fool! What
bad possessed him, usually so keen,
to trust the copper-hide- devil? All
for the sake of one glass of wine!
With an effort entailing no meager
pain in bis side, he stilled the strane
ling hiccoughs, swung round and tried
to smile reassuringly at the girl.

"You are better?" she asked.
There was In the tone of that ques-

tion an answer to all his dreams. One
night's work had given him his ticket
to the land of those weighed and
round wanting. She knew: how much
he did not care; enough to read his
guilt

It appeared to George that she was
accepting the situation with a philos-
ophy deeper than either his or Rv.
anne's. Not a whimper, not a plaint,
not a protest so far had she made.
She was a Roland In petticoats.

"Ohl I'm bashed ud a bit " said Ry.
anne. "Ill get my legs in a day or
bo. Fortune, will you answer one
question? '

"As many as you like."
"How did you get here?"
"Dont you know?"
George wasn't certain, but the girl's

voice was cold and accusing.
"I?"
"Yes. Wasn't It the note that you

wrote to me?"
Ryanne took his head in his bands,

wearily. "I wrote you no note. For
tune; I have never written you a note
of any kind. You do not know my
handwriting from Adam's. In God'a
name, why didn't you ask your mother
or your uncle? They would have rec-
ognized the forgery at once. Who
gave It to you?"

"Mahomed himself."
"Damn him!" Ryanne grew strong

under the passing lit of rage. "No,
don't tell me to be silent I don't care
about myself. I'm the kind of a man
who pulls through, generally. But
this takes the spine out of me. I'm
to blame; it's all my fault"

"Say no more about It" She n.
lleved him. She really hadn't thought
mm capable of such baseness, though
at the time of her abduction she had
been inclined to accuse him. That
he was here, a prisoner like herself,
was conclusive evidence, so far as she
was concerned, of his innocence. But
she knew him to be responsible for
the presence of Jones; knew him to
be culpable of treachery of the mean.
est order; knew him to be lacking In
generosity and magnanimity toward a
man who was practically his benefac-
tor. "What dots Mahomed want?"

"The bally rug, Fortune. And Jones
here, who had it says that it is gone."

"Vanished, sup-
plemented George,

"And Jones would hav given it up."
"And a thousand like it, if we could

have bought you out of this."
"Jones and I could have managed

to get along."

"We shouldn't have mattered."
"And would you have returned to

Mr. Jones his thousand 'pounds?" "

"Yes, and everything else I have,"
quite honestly.

Ti't rrj any more about the
rug. ' ' know where it la."
"i:" cried the two men.
"Yes. I stole it I did so, thinkinj

to avert this very Ivor, to save yo
from nann,-1- 0 ueorge, ana you rros
doing a contemptible- - thing," to Kyv
anne. "It is in my room, done un la
the big Eteamer-roH- . And now I ant
glad that I stole it"

Ryanne lauehed weakly. ' .
Said George soberly: "What Wmk.

temptible thing?" He remembered'
Mahomed's words in rerard tn R.
anne as the latter lay insensible la
the sana.

Ryanne, quick to seize the opportu- -
nlty or solving, to his own advantage
the puzzle for Georze. and at th nn.
time guiding Fortune away from a
topic, the dancer of which ah vM
nothing, raised a hand. "I bribed Ma--
nomea to aianap you, Jones. Doat
be impatient Yon laughed at me-
when I laid hefor Von tKo miuh..- ravvp-u-
of the United Romance ami aaJ
ture Compaify. I wished to prove u
you inat ue coBfien iRtd iniM
here is your adventure nnon innmml
i wougnt, or course, you still had the!

juanomea was to carry you into!
desert lor a week and h tv.t

time you WOuld hav J
rug. returned to Cairo, the aero ofsJ

adveatnre. Lord! what aJ
mess of it I've made. I forgot, next

this bally rug, Mahomed loved me
The altherto credulous Georg had
late begun to look Into fart tm.of

tead of dreams. He did not bellei
a word of this amazing confesslqn, de
spite the additional
tune, relative to Ryanne's statement.
maa to ner in tM bazaars. .

h biter bitten," was GeorgV'
sole comment .

Ryanne breathed easier.
"Why not tell Mahomed at once,,

and have him seaA a mrW wv r
the rug?" suggested Fortune.

"By Jove, that clears up everything-- .

Well do It Immediately." George fell
ucucr man o naa at any stage of the
adventure. Here was a simple way
out of the difficulty.
."Softly," said Ryanne. "Let tacome down to the lean facts.- - If thatrug is in your room. Fortune, year

mother has discovered it long before ,
now. Sbe will turn it over to your
estimable uncle. None of us win ever
see it again, I'm thinking. The Major '
knows that Jonea gave me a thoisand;
pounds for it" Struck by a sense of
Impending disaster, Ryanne began t
fumble In his pockets. Gone! Every
shilling of It gone! "He's got tha
too; Mahomed; the cash you gave me '
Jones. Walt a moment; don't speak;
thingi are whirling about some.-- Over ,

nine hundred pounds; every shining, '
of It We mustn't let him know, that
I've missed it I've got to play weak
In order to grow strong. ... But
they will at least start up 'a row aa
to your whereabouts. Fortune."

"No," thoughtfully; "no, I do not
think they wilL" ,

The undercurrent was too deep for
George. He couldn't see very clearlj-Jus- t

then. The United Romance and
Adventure Company; was that ant'
Was there '

not something sinister
behind that name, concerning him? He
looked patiently from the girl Jto

Ryanne stared at the yellow desert
beyond. His brain was clearing rap,
idly under the stimulus of thought
He himself did not believe that

send out search-partie- s either
for him or for Fortune. He couVd not
fathom what had given Fortune herj '
belief; but he realized that his ownt
was based upon the recollection of
that savage mood when he had thrown

"

down the gauntlet Now they would
accept it. He had run away with For
tune as he had boldly threatened to
do. The mother and her precftma
brother would proceed at once to New
York without him. He had made
fine muddle of it all But for a glasa
of wine and a grain too much of con-
fidence, he had not been here this day.

Mahomed, himself . astir by thl '
time, came over to the group, leisure-ly- .

The three looked like coiaplra
tors to his suspicious eye, but unllksj
conspirators they made no effort to
separate because he approached. Ha
understood: as yet they were not
afraid of him. That was one of th
reasons be hated white men; they
could seldom be forced .to show fear,
even when they possessed it Weil
these three should know what fear
was before they saw the last of hluHe carried a kurbaih.
which he twirled Idly, even suggest
meiy. r irst, ne came to George.

"If you have Yhiordes, there is stUl
a chance for you. Cairo ia hnt er
miles away. Bagdad is several hun.
dred." He drew the whip caressingly
through his fingers.

"I do not lie," replied George, a tru-
culent sparkle In his even. "I tniri
you that I had it not It was the
truth." .

A ripple of anxiety nagged otp v. J

homed's face.' "And you?" turning
upon Ryanne, with suppressed savage)
ness. How be Ionised to lay the 'iJ'upon the dog! 1

'Don't look at me." answered rJ
anne waspishly. "If I had it I ahnnuJ
not be here." Ah, for a bit of bis ol3
strength! He would have strangled
Mahomed then and ther Pnt' xJ
drug and the beating had weakened!

him terribly.
"If I give yon the rug," Interposed!

Fortune, "will yon nromlse freednnJ
tousalir I

Mahomed stenned bark- - nrmnlnJi I

He hadnt expected any Inform Mnol

from this quarter. H
"I have the rug." declared vw. J

calmly, though the could scarcely .
hear ber own voice, her heart beat
so furiously.

"Yon have it?" Mahomed vaa
fused. Here was a turn tn
upon which he bad set no calculation.

"Yes. And upon condition t
liberate us all. I will put It Into your
bands. But it must be bit .
this time." .

A white man would have blushed;
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